/ txit. 


The Tugedie of Hamlet 

I will fpeakc daggers, tkofe flnarpc wordes being fpent 
To doe her wrong my .foule fljall ne re confent. ^ ’ 
Enter the King. 

King Othattbiswetthatfallesvponmy6ce 

Would wadi the crime cleerc from my conlcience ! 
When I looke vp fo heauen,! feemy trcfpafle, 

The earth doth flill crie out vponmyfaft. 

Pay me the murder of a brother and a kii^, 

A nd the adulterous fault I faauc coramitt^: 

0 thefc are finnes that arc vnpardonables 
W hy fay thy finnes were blacker then-is icat, 

Yet may contrition make them as white as fhowet 

1 but ftill to perfeuer in a finne. 

It is an aft gainft the vniuerfaH power, 

Moft wretched man, ftoopc, bend thee to diy prayer, 
Aske grace of heauen to kecpcthcefrOHj defpait«. 


heek^les. , enters Hnmlet 


Ham. I fo, comeforth and wterkc thy laft. 

And thus hcc dies : and (b am I reuenged: 

No, not fo: lie tooke myfatlwr flecpung.his fins brim full, 
And how his Ibuk ftoodcto'ihe ftate «flbeaiwn 
Who knoweSjiaue che immottall powsfis. 

And fhali I kill him now, 

WhenhcispurgingiofhKifoute . - ^ 

Making his way for heaueoythis* abieoefit, 

And not reuengerno, get thee vpKTgen, (dninke, 

Whenhec’satigasn)cfi4«ring,tal<30gl!ntc»owfc, drinking . 
Or in the incc;ttrao«iS’pl£afbneiofbis bed. 

Or at fomc aft that hath no relifh 
Offaluatiofljn’tjX'beEi-tiripfiiin ? . ' 

That his heeJes^iy lkAcl%at/i]cauco, 

And fall as lowe as hdr'mymotber/layes. 

This phifickc but prolongs thy weary daye*. exit Hem. 

King My wordes fly vpjtny ^ne< reonatK below# 

No 


PrinceofDenma.rhe. 

No King on earth islafe, if Gods his foe. exit King. 

Enter ^ueeneand Corambis. 

Cor. Madame, I hcareyong Hamlet comniing, 
rie fhrowdc my fclfe bchinde the Arras. exit (^oK 

^eene Do foray Lord. r 

Ham. Mother, mother. O are you here? 

How i'fl with you mother? 

£l»uene How i’ft with you? 

Ham, I’le tcllyoa, but firft weclc make all fafe. 

^eene Hani^, thoii haft thy father much offended! 
Ham, Mother, you haue my father much offended. 
^huene How now boy? 

Ham. How now mother! come here, fit downe, for you 
fhall heare me fpeakc. 

^ueene What wilt thou doe? thou wilt not murder me : 
Hclpehoc. 

Cor. HclpcforthcQuecnc. 

Ham. I a Rat,deadfor a Duckar. 

Rafh intruding foolc, farewell, 

I tooke thee for thy better. 

^tuene Hamlet, what haft thou done? 

Ham. Not fo much harme, good mother. 

As to kill aking.and marry with his brother. 

^ueene Howl kill a king! 

Ham. l a Ktngtnay fityoudowne, and ere you part, 
Ifyoubcmaidcofpcnitrablc ftuffe, 
rie make your eyes lookc dowue into your heart. 

And fee how horride there and blackc it fhews. (words? 

^ene Hamlet, what mean'ft thou by thefe killing 
Ham. Why this I meane,fcc here, behold this pifturc. 
It is the portraiture, of your deccafed husband. 

See here a face, to outface Mars himfelfe. 

An eye, at which his foes did tremble at, 

A fiiont wherin all vertue: irefet ddwnc 
Fortoadornc a king, and guild his crowne, 

Whofebeart went handin hand euen with tbatvow, 

‘ G a He 


